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cause displeasure? The mantle of his newly acquired
dignity slipped from his frail shoulders; he was no more
than a small and helpless boy, as childlike and immature
as he had been yesterday and during all the years that
went before. With hesitating footsteps, his legs quailing
beneath him, he followed in the baron's wake, caught
up the older man who was about to engage in the
revolving door, and stuttered:

"What have I done? Please tell me. Why don't you
look at me any more? And Mother, too? Why are you
and she always trying to get rid of me now? Am I a
nuisance? Have I been naughty?"

Otto was alarmed at the tone of the child's voice; it
troubled him strangely, and he felt moved.

"Eddie, you silly old fool, don't worry. I'm out of
temper to-day, that's all. You've not done anything.
You're a jolly little fellow, and I'm very fond of
you."

He rumpled the boy's hair affectionately, but at the
same time he averted his head so as not to look into those
huge, imploring eyes which were now brimming over
with tears. The game he was playing seemed to him
paltry and unworthy. He was ashamed of having
wrought havoc with a child's innocent adoration. That
was a mean thing to have done.

"Run along now, Eddie. We'll meet again this even-
ing on the old terms, and this misunderstanding will be
forgotten."

"And you won't allow Mother to send me to bed so
early, will you? Promise."

"No, Eddie, trust me. But you'd better be getting to
your room now. The dinner gong will be sounding soon,
and we shan't have washed and changed."

For the time being, Edgar was comforted. He felt
quite happy as he went upstairs. But soon his heart
misgave him. He had grown years older since yesterday.